REMINISCENCES

man, and that he was appreciated by all who really
knew him. There was a distinct touch of something
like genius in him, and although some of the critics
were at first inclined to speak rather slightingly of his
work, his novels soon bore down adverse or disparaging
criticism, and got hold of the public mind. Henry
Kingsley was a critic himself, a very appreciative and
generous critic. He was one of the very first to appre-
ciate the merits of my dear friend William Black's
novel 'A Daughter of Heth.' He thoroughly recog-
nised the promise of the book before it bore the author's
name on the titlepage. Not long after the authorship
of the book became known I met him one evening at a
London house where Black was one of the guests. He
took my arm, and glancing towards Black, said,
' There's the novelist of the year, and of many years to
come. I found that out before I knew who wrote the
book, and I believe I was one of the very first to find
it out.' I told Black what Kingsley had said, and I
know it gave him sincere pleasure. The gifts of the
Kingsley family are illustrated among the novels of the
present generation as well as among those of the past.
None of our later writers of fiction takes higher rank
than that which has been won by Lucas Malet, the
daughter of Charles Kingsley.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